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Unless to those who, on Jhat summer mom,.

Gazed silent when the great Virginian

Unsheathed the sword whose fatal flash

Shot union through the incoherent clash

Of our loose atoms, crystallizing them

Around a single will's unpliant stem,

And making purpose of emotion rash.

Out of that scabbard sprang, as from its womb,

Nebulous at first but hardening to a star,

Through mutual share of sunburst and of gloom,

The common faith that made us what we are.

2.

That lifted blade transformed our jangling clans.

Till then provincial, to Americans,

And made a unity of wildering plans.;

Here was the doom fixed: here is marked the date

When this New World awoke to man's estate,

Burnt its last ship and ceased to look behind:

Nor thoughtless was the choice ; no love or hate

Could from its poise move that deliberate mind,

Weighing between too early and too late

Those pitfalls of the man refused by Fate:

His was the impartial vision of the great

Who see not as they wish, but as they find.

He saw the dangers of defeat, nor less

The incomputable perils of success ;

The sacred past thrown by, an empty rind;

The future, cloud-land, snare of prophets blindQ,

The waste of war, the ignominy of peace ;

On either hand a sullen rear of woes,

Whose garnered lightnings none could guess,